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This zine was designed us- 
ing a pirated copy of Adobe 
IndDesign CS. What are you 
gonna do about it? Huh? Huh? 


Congratulations! The fact that 
you are reading this means you 
are a man of good taste, or a 
woman in full command of her 
sexuality (or you could be from 
the army, reading this to spy on 
Very, in which case I direct you 
to page 4). You are about to fall 
in love with Very — if you haven’t 
already. This, the second edition 
of FTIV, is a follow-up to the well 
received first issue. In this issue, 
expect more glory, more mastur- 
batory tales, and more crypto- 
fascist philosophical ramblings. 
Also a special appearance by 
Sartre, and some very interest- 
ing poetry from Verv. 

The theme for this issue is 
propaganda. Not because Verv’s 
writing discourages free-think- 
ing, but because the grandeur of 
propaganda posters fits well with 
his writing style. The idea can 
be credited to Nevin, who said 
“Verv, you should have been 


born into a communist society 
so you could have had the job of 
writing moral praises and asser- 
tion.” 

This collection has been com- 
piled solely by me, Jon Dunbar; 
Verv had nothing to do with its 
work beyond originally posting 
these pieces online. To preserve 
his unique voice, they have not 
been modified at all, not even 
for grammar. If this zine at times 
seems to self-indulgent, be ass- 
sured that Verv is not at fault. 

All of the writing in this zine 
is from his hand (minus this page 
and the Crossverv). Verv’s writ- 
ing invites reaction and rebuttal, 
but I have decided not to include 
our replies. It is all available on 
our online message board, and 
you’re invited to respond there. 
Once you read through these 
pages, I’m confident you will join 
me in declaring, “Fuck the Inter- 
net Verv!” 



A Message from Very 


1 January 2007 

You may not know 
this, but every day you 
are getting previews 
of a novel I am work- 
ing on. I am going to 
incorporate the raw 
ideas and imagery that 
I input here and turn it 
into a novel, turn it into 
something. 

I decided I need to 
do something with my 
life, and I think that the 
only thing that I am not 
too lazy to do is sit on 
a computer and pour 
my brain into a key- 
board. 

So I am going to write 


a novel. 

And then write more. 

And I am going to start 
a publishing company. 
I want to call it “Lotus 
Division.” I want to call 
everything ‘Lotus Di- 
vision.’ I think even my 
child will have a name 
like Yeon-ja (Lotus- 
person) or Hyae-yeon 
(wise lotus). 

I want to have fin- 
ished a novel by 2008, 
and I want to be selling 
this shit to you. 

Just wait. You are 
going to like this a lot. 
You are going to tell 
your friends that you 


know this author who 
is a conservative por- 
nographer. 

I am going to keep 
writing these shock 
pieces and slowly 
make them into some- 
thing intelligible. All 
of this, into one novel, 
and then into a second 
and a third. 

People are always 
looking for the next 
great, American novel. 
They will keep look- 
ing. 

But if you are looking 
for writing that is in the 
style of Verv, then you 
will have it. 





A Pink Rat 

On Your Back 


15 February 2007 

I spend the day being disrup- 
tive. I cannot concentrate on 
bullshit. I do not have time for it, 
I do not have time for anything - 
- I nly have time to fucking mur- 
der the boredom that surrounds 
me. Sitting on my ass like a kin- 
dergarten student hearing about 
protecting myself from chemical 
attacks when we haven’t been 
hit by one since 1917. Fucking 
ridiculous to me... Sure, we have 
to do it sometimes, but why this 
morning? 

I showed up to duty drunk. 
5 or 6 days ago I was being 
counseled about how I shouldn’t 
show up late, and they had de- 
cided not to add in the fact that I 
was drunk because they like me. 
They are not so lenient anymore 
with me. They know I am trou- 
ble. Soon they will mark down 
that I am a drunk, and the shit 
will hit the fan and I will be sent 
to the Army Substance Abuge 
Program, where they will try to 
take away my alcohol. 

I’d rather they take away my 
rank and my career. I’d rather 
they strip me to private. I’ve had 
enough of this Sergeant Admin- 
istrator business, and I’ve had 
enough of this control. 

Fucking cunts. 

My heart peaked out through 
my uniform — I spoke obscene- 
ly. I said ‘fuck’ a lot, I talked 
about how this weekend I am 
going to put my fingers some- 
where warm & wet, and that 
it was not my armpit... I talked 
about getting my dick wet and 
putting small, neatly shaved cats 
into my mouth. 

Eventually it was brought 
up what I had done a few days 

ago... 

“Verv, someone was offended 
with the ‘pink rat on your back’ 
comment.” I laughed. 

I told these fucks about a new 
game called ‘rat on your back,’ 
and the idea was to dangle your 
penis on someone’s back and 
note the color of the rat on the 
back, to have them turn around 


and be greeted not by a rat, but 
by a flapping dick. My favorite 
variation was “You have a field 
mouse on your back” for those 
whose dicks were not of the cal- 
ibre of the rat. 

This was offensive, I guess. 
So sue me. 

We work to kill people for a 
living and I cannot make a joke 
about my dick? 

How am I ever going to sur- 
vive in an even less strict work- 
place? 

I was notified tonight that they 
want to give me a counseling 
and take away my weekend after 
they heard I was being disruptive 
— this is already after they as- 
signed me to do car inspections 
for 3 hours a day on Saturday 
and Sunday. 

Something inside of me 
gasped and I fell onto my bed. 
I cancelled my study session. I 
sort of sat, dumbfounded... Are 
they really going to take away 
my four day weekend? 

I was going to see if I could 
meet Suyeong. I was going to go 
out with my friends. On monday 
I was going to go see Suja and 
set our date. Friday I was going 
out with Changeun and his friend 
he wanted me to meet... Sunday 
night I was going to see if I could 
go with Becks and go to the ex- 
pensive clubs, buy drinks... 

Now I might be checking cars 
all day long. Now I will be in that 
fucking uniform. 

Or they will have me checking 
into the CQ every hour until 11 
PM. Or they will come up with 
another ridiculous task. 

Why? 

Because they have a pink rat 
on their back and they do not 
think it is funny. 

They make me spend 5 hours 
training on something I have 
done a thousand times, in a fash- 
ion that is meant to be slow so 
as to take up the whole time, and 
of the 5 hours actual instruction 
that was maybe 30 minutes, the 
rest was ‘mingle & test...’ and 


now I am done. 

But there is a bright side. 

I am a hero to half a dozen 
young privates. I think I am what 
they thought the Army was all 
about... 

Men with short hair, over- 
seas, fucking & drinking, making 
jokes, having a good time. 

It’s not fucking women & ma- 
ture adults trying to be profes- 
sional. 

I think I really need to send a 
message to this fucking group of 
pigmy cunts. 

I looked into my mirror, rock- 
ing out to Andrew WK, Skrew- 
driver, Curasbun, etc. .. And 
I contemplated headbutting it 
until it broke, smashing my fists 
into it, cutting my scalp upon 
it, chewing on the mirror, then 
going outside of my room and 
pounding on the door of the peo- 
ple gunnign for my heads, barg- 
ing into their rooms and beating 
them unconscious. 

When the MPs would come 
for me it would be hilarious. My 
bloody, destroyed body being 
dragged away. I laugh about it 
even now. It is such an appeal- 
ing visual image but the remain- 
ing 60 years of my life woudl not 
be so good with this sort of vio- 
lent assault and outburst on my 
record. I guess even the roman- 
tics occasionally have to subdue 
to reality. 

But did you know yoru Army 
is an Army of pussies, of wide, 
floppign vaginas that get fucked 
by pricks all day? 

And not my prick, heed you. 

By the prick of a bunch of old 
men, sitting at some Command in 
the USA or in Yongsan or in Ku- 
wait. They come up with policies 
with no feeling and total medi- 
ocrity. 

What scares me about the 
Army is that there is no docu- 
ment or holiday that means any- 
thing. 

The Army’s Birthday means a 
dance and a long jog. 

There is no other holiday or 



Hey comrade, what an unusual rat on your back! 


comemoration worth talking about. 

We are the Army — shouldn’t 
there be some more tradition? 

Shouldn’t there be a day when 
we take our shirts off and go run- 
ning around the town, screaming 
fucking Yankee doodle dandee’ 
and burning effigies of our en- 
emies? 

Shouldn’t there be days where 
you have to crawl on your belly 
down 20 flights of stairs, taking a 
shot at each flight and washing it 
down with salt water? 

Shouldn’t there be something 
about, “These guys are rowdy 
and talk about ‘cock’ and talk 
about ‘vaginas being penetrated 
by a large phallus, or even a 
small phallus’, these guys some- 
times fight each other and some- 
times drink so much liquor that 
they see double, these guys are 
‘warriors’ because they are fuck 
bandits that will stick a soli- 
tary Anger into a rectum during 
the height of a sexual escapade 
style, so this style is warrior and 
we shouldn’t change it.” 

My heart is poking through my 
uniform. 

I should be somewhere, right 
now, drunk. 

I decided I need to be an old 


school soldier And by old school 
I mean 12th century. 

I need to be on the plains of 
the Ukraine, drunk off of fer- 
mented potatoes that I am eating 
hand over fist, riding a fucking 
horse with the Golden Hoarde, 
getting ready to annihilate a vil- 
lage... My feet and toes are so 
frost bitten but I am drunk and 
I got a stiffy from riding a horse 
all day... 

I need to be on a drakar ship 
sailing south towards Normandy 
to fuck some french villagers, 
ready to fucking raid... 

I get a boner on friday nights 
when I am about to start my 
night. I get a hardon when I think 
about a four day weekend. 

My heart is so excited, it be- 
gins jumping through my fuck- 
ing chest, I cannot even fucking 
take it. I think I am going to die 
of happiness. I ride the subway 
listening to skinhead classics on 
my iPod, smiling smiling, people 
are looking over at me, confused 
that I am smiling... 

They do not understand that 
I am a Soldier and this is my 
way, this is my style, this is my 
way; I am about to party heard 
in their fucking city, and not in a 


disrespectful way.. In a buy you 
a drink, talk to you and get to 
know you way... 

No one understands this feel- 
ing but a few people, maybe. I 
think the readers of this under- 
stand it because otherwise they 
would have given Verv garbage 
up a long time ago. 

So they are going to take my 
fucking weekend. 

I decided that if this happens... 
I am going to do something 
amazing that will make all of you 
smile. I will make the best of it. 

IT could involve bukkake. It 
could involve a love letter. It 
could involve sperm and a cam- 
era. It could involve a mirror and 
my forehead... 

It’ll probably involve alcohol, 
whatever it is, and if its forbid- 
den to involve the sharp nector 
of the Gods... Then maybe it will 
involve chocolate milk. 

I do not have a problem... 
They have a problem. 

In the right circumstances I 
am a King. In the wrong circum- 
stances I am a begger. 

Tonight I am a begger putting 
a pink rat on the Army’s back — 
tomorrow they will be pulling me 
by the dick to the police station. 


Spirit 

17 November 2005 

NOTE: This writing is sort of 
a stream of consciousness and 
some thoughts that I want to 
share, and it is kind of gay, kind 
of overly idealistic. Kind of per- 
sonal on some levels, but I think 
it needs to be said. I think it is a 
better topic for discussion than 
politics or races, and it is far more 
pertinent to my life. Let politics be 
distant. Politics is something we 
are forced to live with. When we 
meet each other and we disagree 
politically we can talk about other 
things and still have a good time. 

Today I thought about horses 
and I thought that a horse is the 
embodiment of a very free will; 
the horse likes to only walk 
around and simply eat grass 
that grows on the ground and 
drink water from streams. Two 
tasks that are so simple. Horses 
can spend their entire lives just 
walking about, eating grass, and 
drinking from streams. 

They form little herds where 
they run around, and they play 
and they mate. 

When you take a horse, and 
you want to ride him or you want 
to discipline him, you will no- 
tice that he is ornary all the time 
(even after being broken). 

Though he is a majestic ani- 
mal that will give you a ride on 
his back, he is still a bit discon- 
tent and sometimes he will just 
stop and eat for a bit, leaving 
you waiting; you have to kick him 
and pull on him and bite his ear 
to move. 

The horse does what he wants, 
and only begrudgingly does the 
work of others. Sometimes he 
enjoys the work of others and the 
companionship of humans, but the 
horse is a free animal. 

I think also the horse is idealis- 
tic and vain; the horse likes to be 
groomed and he loves to be patted 
and admired. If you dress him up 
or wash him up he is very content. 
I think that horses love to charge 
into battles once they get the hang 
of being around gunfire — it is 
so vain, and they feel so free and 
philosophical when they run across 
battlefields; they feel a kinship 
with the man on their backs and 
they think of how good it is to be 
alive, not knowing that they might 
die, and only feeling the glorious 
appreciation of the rider. 

The rider probably clamps his 
knees, either out of fright or out 
of preparing to shoot, and the 


Of The 

horse says “I am running so fast 
this man is clamping his knees 
and holding on tight — I am run- 
ning freely down the open held at 
other men, and I am feeling very 
alive; I am what this rider depends 
on, and we have been friends 
and we will stick together; he is 
scared so I will comfort him and 
guide him through the men.” 

I think horses are very good 
animals. I like how they whip their 
tails about when they eat grass. 

I remember when I was a boy 
my uncle who lived on a farm let 
me ride his horse Bomber and the 
pony whose name I forget; I was 
so high up and the horse would 
rock me back and forth gently, 
and at the age of 3 or 4 you felt 
like you were a real cowboy when 
your uncle walked alongside you 
riding a horse, and that you were 
going to grow up to be a cowboy 
or an Indian or a cavalryman or 
some sort of honorable, respect- 
able, giant person who gets to 
ride horses all day, every day. 

when yuo were young you 
thought that grown ups can ride 
horses whenever they wanted, 
and that you could have your own 
horse; you saw men on TV riding 
horses and fighting wars, but you 
Iso saw Army tanks and GI Joes; 
you weren’t sure exactly where 
the Horsemen came into fighting 
the war, but somewhere along 
the lines yuo concluded that they 
are needed in combat, and that 
since your uncle has horses and 
you now have a vast experience 
of riding horses with your uncle, 
you can also be in the cavalry. To 
be a cavalier, spending his days 
on the range, riding horses and 
shooting guns all day, occasion- 
ally pitching a tent and eating out- 
side; sometimes you play a guitar 
with your friends and sing your 
favorite songs and invite your 
family and friends to visit you on 
the range, and sometimes you go 
swimming and on Christmas you 
ride your horse to your family’s 
home and everyone is impressed 
and love’s you because you are 
an impressive Cavalier. 

I have very, very few conscious 
memories before age 5, but I con- 
sciously consciously remember 
spending days at Uncles farm, 
and being with the animals; eve- 
rything from tadpoles to chickens 
to horses to cows to pigs, getting 
to see them and doing very small 
chores (probably getting in the 
way more than helping); although 


Horse 

I never wanted to be a farm boy, 
I think that if I asked nicely my 
Uncle would have let me take 
Bomber to war with me in Iraq, 
and me and Bomber could have 
ridden into Baghdad together, and 
as my knees would tense up out 
of fear and I would grip and aim 
my rifle, Bomber would under- 
stand that I was now scared and 
that he had to be the best horse 
— even though he wanted to be 
free and run around the prairie, 
eating grass and drinking out of 
streams, he would know now that 
the time was to run faster and re- 
assure me by being a mighty and 
beautiful creature. 

And if I died I think that, like 
in the films, Bomber would maybe 
drag me a small ways before re- 
alizing, and then he would slow 
down and whimper and nay, 
nudge me with his nose several 
times and make my face wet with 
a horse kiss, and stand by my 
side until somebody came. He’d 
be confused and worried, and one 
day when he would be back on 
a farm in North Dakota he could 
think of me in the winter on the 
face of boys that would bring him 
hay, and he could think of me in 
the spring when he ran in the open 
fields, just turning green, and in 
the summer he could stand under 
the shade of a tree and eat grass, 
imagining I slept under the tree, 
and during the autumn he could 
be amazed with the bright colors 
of the leaves, imagining that I was 
picking them and decorating his 
beautiful mane with them. 

The horse is a very sacred 
animal that represents a sort of 
freedom in many senses, while 
enduring strength and freedom. 

The horse is a glorious crea- 
ture in its’ most vibrant moments 
of transporting men to war, and in 
its’ most lazy moments of drink- 
ing from streams. 

If I die and it is economically 
feasible, I want a horse to Spirit 
Of The Horse / Whocarry my 
coffin to wherever I am put down. 
I want to pretend, in death, that 
there is a horse who is with me 
to put his wet, warm nose on my 
cold, pale face and try to warm 
me — not as a horse and his rid- 
er, but as two friends thinking of 
the good times. And in my death I 
want to pretend that I was either 
a horse, or next best, pretend I 
rode horses. I have only ridden 
a horse maybe five times in my 
life, four of them being with my 



Horses Not Bombs 


uncle on the farm, riding Bomber 
(the pony was for kids — I was a 
Cavalier at age 4, let the children 
ride the Pony, I will ride Bomber), 
but even now if I were to go ride 
a horse I would want to pretend 
I was good at it and somehow I 
was a natural and had a commu- 
nity with the horses. 

I would want it to be like sex 
— me and the horse late at night, 
meeting somewhere secluded, 
and privately getting on the horse. 
I would want to be drunk, and like 
sex while drunk, even though I 
would be riding the horse I would 
actually let the horse go wherev- 
er it pleased, and I would simply 
be amazed at where it took me; if 
it wanted to stop and eat or go to 
a stream, yes... I would be more 
like an observer than a rider, let- 
ting the horse show me where to 
go in the night, and after several 
midngith rendez-vous with the 
horse, maybe I could ride him in 
front of another person — but 
that would be too kinky, I think. 

I would rather have someone 
watch me having sex than doing 
something so intimate and per- 
sonal as riding a horse. Sex is 
meaningless organs rubbing on 
each other for a given period of 
time — but riding a horse, lis- 
tening to your favorite songs, 
watching your favorite movie or 
being with your best friends is 
too personal, too meaningful, too 
special; you want no interference. 


You do not want to risk the idea 
tha tsomeone would say: 

“You are very bad at riding a 
horse,” 

“Your favorite music sucks,” 

“Your favorite movies are 
boring,” 

“Your friends are idiots,” 

You want to be alone, and you 
want to do it privately. It is bet- 
ter than sex. Sex gives no mean- 
ing to your life, nor does it define 
you; it is an animalistic instinct. 
Maybe you can ‘make love’ to 
someone, but I have never done 
it. Sex is a cold competition and a 
higher form of masturbation. Rid- 
ing a horse is far better than sex 
if you are a cavalier, and painting 
a masterpiece is far better than 
sex if you are a painter, and your 
lover’s face momentarily glazed 
over in a moment of ecstacy and 
intenseness is better than sex if 
you have a lover. 

Sex is messy and often dirty, 
and you always feel bad at a pre- 
mature ejaculation or you always 
feel bad when you are drunk and 
your woman or man is sore, and 
you haven’t gotten off; sex is of- 
ten a meaningless physical act — 
it feels very good sometimes, but 
good feelings do not define you so 
much as the ideals in your heart. 

I think if I was 4 years old, and 
I could have grown up ona farm, 
and it was a simpler time in the 
world, that when I would turn 14 
or 15 or whatever age I could, I 
would have volunteered to be 


a Cavalier and ride horses into 
combat for a living. 

Combat is such a live thing... It 
represents large ideals of serving 
things and it represents a global 
human struggle, it is the embodi- 
ment of romance and GLORY, 
and it is an expression that gives 
us meaning. It is something that 
people would maybe be proud of 
me doing to go into a battle, and 
it would be something I could tell 
stories about and have memories 
about, and when i died I could feel 
that for a while I had lived. 

So if it was anytime before 
1919, I would have joined to be 
in the Cavalry if I knew what was 
good for me. 

There is no glory in war any- 
more because we have no hors- 
es, and we have no fair fights; 
we have Air Forces dropping 
bombs from 40,000 feet and men 
in body armor and tanks with the 
best technology fighting men who 
have inaccurate, antiquated guns 
— men who are so desperate to 
win they use themselves as hu- 
man bombs. 

If only people still brought 
horses to war, fought on similar 
levels — then we would have 
glory, because ther ewould be a 
sense of kinship and a sense of 
honor in what we did. It wouldn’t 
just be a bloodbath and an orgy of 
explosives. 

When the Cavalry died, it sort 
of marked the end of honor in 
combat. 


Monsters 

Who Can Look Into Mirrors 



2 April 2006 

I was walking in Jongro 2 the 
other day, and we went and paid 
respects to a shrine for the Inde- 
pendence from Japan movement, 
and the park also had a beauti- 
ful pagoda that was constructed 
in the 15th century that is Na- 
tional Treasure #2. Afterwards 
we walked about doing nothing 
particularly special. 

I saw a man with his face down, 
looking at his feet, and all around 
his left eye and all the way down 
to his chin was a cherry birth mark. 
The man was overweight, somb- 
er, wearing a baseball cap, trying 
his best not to be noticed, slowly 
stumbling down the street. I think 
he is spending his life this way. 

I was so mad at him that I want- 
ed to hit him. Doesn’t he see what 
has happened? He spends his life 
looking at his feet because of his 
disgusting face. He has spent his 
life as a loser and will die as one. 
I wanted to stop him and lecture 
him. He is not 14. He shouldn’t 
act like such a pussy. 

I imagined the sorrow that his 
life has been. I imagine a fam- 
ily waiting so excitedly for their 
child to be born, and then the ut- 
ter confusion of how to act when 
the child was born with this mark 
on his face. The feelings must 
have been so mixed; one cannot 
be upset at the birth of a child, 
but imagine the disappointment. 
Not at the child, but at the reac- 
tions it would receive and the life 
it would live; imagine the quiet 
words of the grandparents and 
distant relatives and the either 
ironic, lying compliments of the 
cuteness of the kid, or the susi- 
cious absence of these remarks. 

I could imagine him spending 
his life looking at his feet, trying 
not to be seen, while people look 
shocked for a moment when they 
see him, and then quickly look 
away — it would be no way to 
live, everyone looking away from 
you and trying not to notice you. 

I imagine someone at 12 or 
13, after years of being beaten 
by the other kids, trying to buy 
some nice clothes as if they 
could mask his scar; trying to 
write a poem, trying to make a 
statement, just to hide his face; 
I can imagine him going out to 
buy expensive clothes he would 
never wear except in front of the 


mirror, and a quiet appraisal of 
self. Everyone would look at him, 
wondering who he was trying to 
impress — his face is ruined, how 
can clothes fix that? 

I can imagine he wanted, at one 
point, to have a woman; I can im- 
agine the very painful moment he 
asked the nicest girl he knew to 
go out, and the quiet voices and 
quiet rejections that makes every 
person wonder what humans are 
really like — but now he knows 
what humans are like: they do not 
see the insides of each other. I 
think the whole society looks 
away from his face bcause they 
are ashamed of themselves. They 
thought maybe they could be 
deeper, smarter. But they can’t, 
and so the man spends his life 
looking at his feet. 

Imagine being so ugly that 
you cannot even go to the dat- 
ing service. Maybe once he had 
courage and went to one, but I 


cannot imagine how it worked 
out. I do not think he was shocked 
when the rejection was obvious. 

But, he is ugly and he cannot 
do anything about the fact that he 
will never be loved without pay- 
ing for it. He is a monster, not re- 
ally a human being. I remember 
learning a Korean word, Pyae- 
een, or ‘trash person’ in hanja; 
it is another word like Byeong- 
shin that basically attests to the 
absolute trash... If I looked like 
him, I would ask people to call 
me Pyae-een, I would want to be 
known as ‘Trash Person,’ ‘Waste 
Person,’ or maybe I would want to 
be called Monster or Shit-Dog. 

It is important to not light the 
truth, and if I called myself trash 
person, I would always be facing 
the truth. 

I want to find a kid who is like 
him, with his face permanently 
scarred. I want to be their big 

Continued on next page 
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brother, and I do not want to in- 
spire them to try to look good, 
because that is a lie; they are 
monsters. I want to turn them into 
bigger monsters — but monsters 
who can look into mirrors. A mon- 
ster that can have some pride, 
some dignity. 

I want to take the kid to lift 
weights every day, and when they 
turn 18 I want to start giving them 
horse hormones or anything I 
could think of turn them into as big 
as they could. 

I want to give the kid new skin- 
head music every week; I want to 
shave the kids head bald or into a 
chelsea if it is a girl; buy them some 
Levi 501s and a few Fred Perrys 
and Ben Shermans; give them a 
guitar. I’d go get them tattoo’d from 
their knuckles to their jawline. 

I’d take them out and get them 
drunk every weekend, I’d wrap 
my arm around them and call them 
Monster and Trash-Person, call 
them an animal, smack them up- 
side the head, kick them in their 
shins, make them pour my beer 
and tie my boots. I’d take them 
out and buy them hookers, and if it 
was a girl I’d deliver for her. 

I would have them light people 
-- unleash them like the mon- 
strosity that they are, to fight in 
the streets with no remorse. I’d 
love to see people’s teeth on the 
sidewalks, trying to hold their face 
together while my monster de- 
stroys them. 

When the fight is over, I will 
tell the loser to lick my monster’s 
boots — because my monster 
never looks at his feet, he always 
walks with his head held high, my 
monster would not know how dirty 
his boots became. 


5 September 2006 

There is not much to live for 
but it is enough, and we all know 
that it is defined very simply 
and properly by the way that 
we spend our weekends, with 
friends. 

We work for 5 days so we can 
really live for two nights. It’s 
criminal in a sense. Work shouldn’t 
be so bad. You would hav thought 
people would have come to some 
greater compromise by now, but 
in all of our genius we haven’t. 

We do not need Communism or 
Capitalism, we need some sort of 
general agreement involving the 
minimization of labor and maxi- 
mization of debauchery. It is not 
political... It is just a desire to 
have more time to look at the sky, 
walk over the grass by the rivers 
and the beaches of the oceans, a 
desire to pick your own berries 
and eat them, to greet people who 
are smiling and sitting cross leg- 
ged, beckoning you with a hand to 
which you reply with giving them 
a cigarette and sharing a laugh. 

That would be a war I could 
fight and die for: a national plan 
to minimalize the amount people 
have to work, a national plan to 
maximize relaxation and stres 
free environments. A workers 
paradise is a place that minimizes 
work, Karl Marx missed that one 
(and so did Adam Smith). I want 
the Invisible Hand to give me lei- 
sure. 

I could take up arms and die 
fighting against a tyrant — a 
tyrant of time management that 
puts me in positions where I sit 
and do nothing for endless hours. 
I could sing La Marseillaise and 
stab a man in the chest if it meant 


I would cut the amount of labor 
I have to perform in half. I could 
take a human life if it meant that I 
could sleep in. 

Healthcare plans and welfare 
are small beans when it comes to 
personal free time. 

People paint romantic pictures 
of young men killing each other 
under the bright, Spring sunshine 
for the glory of a nation that pro- 
vided nothing for its’ people — it 
would be far more romantic to 
see a man shedding his precious 
blood so he could drink more beer. 
There is an honesty, a straight- 
forwardness: I could respect a 
man who would kill me if I was to 
take away his ability to sleep in 
five days out of the week, a man 
that would cut me down because I 
threatened to take away his right 
to party five days of the week. 

What we need is a plan — a 
plan for less work, more leisure; 
we will have to sacrifice many 
lives towards this end, and we 
may even have to sacrifice some 
conveniences, but int he end, what 
more does one need than com- 
puters, music and art and sporting 
goods, clothes, food & drink and 
a small room to live in? 

Man was once satisfied with 
far less — man would live by the 
sweat of his brow to barely fill his 
belly. Now we are bursting from 
the fatty food and we have de- 
cided we must slave longer and 
longer for things we do not need. 

Frankly: I am insulted how hu- 
manity has let this state come to 
us. 

Let’s kill somebody over it. 
Someone needs to be shot. First 
in line should be Donald Trump, 
and next Angelina Jolie. 




I Got Fucked By A Left Hand! 


12 September 2006 

I was at a party and she was 
looking good -- I looked at her 
from across my chest & arm, 
she sat Indian style staring 
back at me. It was love at first 
site — she was expressionless 
and vague about her intentions. 
She just wanted to drink alco- 
hol, grab objects that I needed 
at the proper moment, and made 
no subtle remarks about the fact 
she wanted to fuck — she was 
actually indifferent, but I could 
tell she wanted to. 

She was quiet on the way back, 
and she held the steering wheel, 
was specifically helpful on left 
turns. However, she didn’t have 
much reaction towards me dur- 
ing the ride back. 

But when I took her to my 
door she re-organized my cock 
through my pants (!!!) and pulled 
the handle of the door while I 


unlocked it. 

For the first 20 minutes she 
was stand-offish and demanded 
that I perform mundane func- 
tions such as checking e-mail 
and making sure there were no 
new comments on MySpace, but 
after a lull in this she was ready 
and grabbing at me. 

Before I knew it my pants 
were off — she was eager, and I 
coudln’t help but fulfill her. 

I’ve had Left Hands before, 
but this Left Hand was ferocious 
and unforgiving: I could have 
requested her to stop, but she 
tugged with a certain force that 
made me realize all I could do is 
lay back in my chair and let the 
left hand go to town, she’d ac- 
cept no other answer. 

Soon the left hand was tugging 
while I splewed, I couldn’t help 
but be shocked — for a moment 
I wanted her to stop but she con- 


tinued until it’d been milked like 
a cow. I had no control and could 
only muster a half smile at the 
left hands antics,. 

I was tired so I went to bed 
and when I woke up the left hand 
was just laying next to me, mo- 
tionless. She promised to make 
breakfast and fulfill daily needs 
such as grabbing pieces of pa- 
per or grasping objects no larger 
than a softball, soon I knew she 
would go back home with me like 
the slut she was and we should 
do the same thing over again. 
She couldn’t get enough of me, 
and me of her, my left hand since 
that fateful day 11 years ago has 
been inseparable. 

I do not tell my girlfriend about 
my left hand, nor does my left 
hand gossip to and fro — there 
is a mutual understand: What 
goes into the left hand stays in 
the left hand. 



<Jt Will 


CROSSVERV 


ACROSS T ^r>y 1 

i Scottish hooligan By J on Dunbar 

4 Infantry transport 
7 Video file exten- 


sion 

10 Jackson Five 
song 

13 Civil, Class, 
Cold, or Flame 

14 President Moo- 
Hyun 

15 Part of neuron 

17 Where are you 

18 Dined 

19 Procter and 
Gamble skinhead 

20 Escape, “on the 

22 Opposite of 
departure 

24 Spring 

25 Booger 

26 Iraqi road bomb 

29 Super 

30 Jump 

31 Legendary 
34 Yogi 

36 Brutally 
38 Slang for Oliver 

40 Hearing organ 

41 piece of cake (2 
words) 

45 Anti-racist 
skinhead 

49 Low guitars 

50 Vanished GI 

52 guitar part or 
worry 

53 US mall-punk 
band 

54 City cloud 

55 Restless desire 

56 Mimic 

59 Tropical flower 
neckwear 

60 Verv’s home 
country 

63 Incorporated 
65 Female hog 

67 Frankenstein, 
Dracula, Loch Ness 

68 Musical discs 

69 What men look 
for in a woman 

70 “Open the 

bay doors Hal.” 

71 Airport bomb 
detector 

72 Seated 

73 Japanese na- 
tionalist skinhead 
movement 


DOWN 

1 Rappers or 
airline 

2 Commonly 
pierced bodypart 

3 Romanticist 

4 Racist enemies 

5 Potassium 
compound 

6 Nuclear Ukrain 
site 

7 Accept 

8 Fuck the Inter- 
net 

9 South American 
civilisation 

10 Mineral de- 
posit 


11 Korean pop- 
star or constrict- 
ing snake 

12 US network 
news 

16 Essential PC 
file 

21 Monsters Who 
Can Look Into 

23 Lasso 

24 Dude, chap 

26 Sick 

27 Water snake 

28 Suck Stuff 
song 

31 Anti-tariff 
agreement 

32 Arrogance 


33 One of the 
Seven Dwarves 
35 Common Ko- 
rean drink flavour 
37 Philosophy of 
symbols 
39 Pounds 

41 US basketball 
league 

42 Goof 

43 Unit of pres- 
sure 

44 Diana Rigg 
character Peel 

46 Apprehends 

47 Realms 

48 Common- 
wealth private 


51 Ulterior mo- 
tive 

54 Celebrities 
or astronomical 
bodies 

56 US tax col- 
lectors 

57 Similar to tick 

58 Cold tea 

60 Guitar 

61 Cow noise 

62 Found on a 
stage 

64 cst 

66 I Learned 
About Water 

When I 10 

Or 11 




Sartre 

In Hwikyeongdong 
and Namguro 


24 July 2006 

A few weeks back I had met 
Jean-Paul Sartre at the Uijeong- 
bu train station, and I thought it 
would be the last. After all, I had 
gotten a new phone since then 
(ironically shortly after giving 
Sartre my old phone number my 
phone self-destructed, its bat- 
teries permanently dying and 
its’ antenna fell off). But last 
Saturday night we saw what 
was potentially the Oi! bands 
Dirty Small Town’s last show, 
and then drank until 8 AM with 
an assorted crew. I went with 
Yoobin to Hwikyeongdong, our 
old neighborhood, had a couple 
of beers, and then crashed out at 
11 AM. 

I was trying to find the subway 
at 4 PM, shortly after I awoke, 
and I was suddenly grabbed — I 
turned around and it was a grin- 
ning Jean-Paul. he looked very 
well composed where I was in 
bad shape. 

“Haha, we meet again!” Jean- 
Paul was wearing cut-off jeans 
and a Polo shirt, but the way he 
was wearing a scarf made it all 
seem to come together and look 
rather chic. 

“Haha, yes, how have you 
been Sartre?” He just smiled and 
nodded, then we began walking 
again. He asked me where I was 
going and we decided just to pick 
up some grub. I did not have to 
work on Monday at all, so as the 
night dragged on and we talked 
about different foods, I decided I 
would see if Sartre was going to 
pull an all-nighter with me and 
explore Seoul. I had some tricks 
up my sleeve. After we finished 
dinner we agree’d to go to Jon- 
gro 2 Dong ,to Tapgol gongwon; 
I told Jean-Paul we were just 
going to go there to ‘have a few 
beers before we do some seri- 
ous partying,’ but I knew what 
was going to happen... 

We walked about and made 
small talk, I was almost ignor- 
ing Sartre who was continuing 


a passionate, one-sided con- 
versation about his favorite al- 
cohols in which I could not get 
in a worde edge-wise, but I was 
notinterested in that, I was in- 
terested in finding Tapgol being 
that it had been a while since I 
had gone. It was now nearing 9 
PM and I knew that Tapgol would 
be at its’ peak of partying. For 
about 20 minutes we were lost 
and Sartre kept up his babble - 
chatter, occasionally grabbing 
my arm, he was even becoming 
annoying. Then suddenly, just as 
all the other times I had found 
Tapgol, we were upon it. It was 
unmistable. 

The loud, noisy keyboards 
piped away while 60-85 year old 
people were dancing insanely, 
hundreds of them, singing clas- 
sic Korean songs to the key- 
board noise! They were drinking 
soju and dancing like there was 
no tomorrow, but that was be- 
cause at that age maybe there 
would be no tomorrow. 

“Oh Jesus, what is this?” Jean- 
Paul was very curious. 

“It’s Tapgol... These guys 
come here every night and listen 
to the music and party. They re- 
ally do it up...” 

“I see that, Jesus, this is cra- 
zy music, it is just all this fake 
keyboard sounds with people 
singing...” I remained quiet as 
Jean-Paul marveled, looking 
at people his own age gettign 
down. We were drawing some 
attention, a young American and 
an old Frenchman joining their 
ho-down. An old man ran up to 
Jean-Paul and gave him a sort 
of awkward hug and offered him 
alcohol. Soon I was left alone, 
sitting on a bench, as Jean-Paul 
danced with a crowd of 70 year 
olds to the keyboard music. I 
sat and smoked cigarettes for 
the better half of an hour before 
Jean-Paul was ready to come 
back. 

“Jesus, I found my knew 
home! Haha! Is there a hotel 


around here?” I put out my ciga- 
rette and shrugged, certainly 
there was bound to be one but 
the night was just beginning and 
we had to get on with it. We can- 
not watch these cunts dance for 
forever. Sartre was a bti drunk, 
and so was I for that matter, and 
we both knew it was time to go 
at about 9 PM. 

People waved bye to Sartre 
and he smiled and pushed his 
glasses up onto his face as he 
waved back. He grabbed at my 
hand a lot and I did not bother 
pulling away, Sartre has his right 
to do t his, he is some sort of 
European and sometimes that’s 
how Europeans behave, I reck- 
oned. 

The conversation was dy- 
ing as we rode the last subway 
towards Namguro. I was go- 
ing there because I wanted to 
crash Jon Dunbar’s party. I knew 
that Grant, Eric, and Amber had 
to work early in the morning, I 
knew that Ken probably did. I 
decided at the last moment it 
would have been better to go to 
someone who always works late, 
but I figured if we could not get 
Jon to do anythign at Namguro 
we could always just go to An- 
yang. Yes, it is far away, but fuck 
it, I thought. 

“So Sartre...” 

“Please, call me Jean-Paul..” 

“How about Jean?” He looked 
slightly annoyed/ 

“Fine, Jean.” 

“Well, I have a question 
about Nausea.” Suddenly Sartre 
grabbed his head witn his hands 
and let out a huge sigh, swiveled 
his drunken head at me and put 
on a half- smile, a smile you give 
a younger person who you are 
attmepting to tolerate when they 
are about to disturb your whole 
metaphysical balance. 

“Yes, Verv, ask away...” 

“So did you ever experience a 
physical nausea similar to...” 

“Yes. But only vaguely similar. 
I would sometimes feel a desire 
to attack people, to throw food, 
to lay on the ground and begin 
flailing my limbs and to scream, 
to punch things as hard as I can 
and to yell obscenities... But it 
was not crippling like his...” 

“Did you ever stare at your- 
self in a mirror for an hour until 
your face...” 

“Just became an object? Yes, 
sometimes I would do it for more 
than an hour, usually in the early 
Sunday evening or during lunch 
break. Sometimes I would sit by 


the sea, look out onto it, and be 
paralyzed by the gravity of the 
world... I could not move. I was 
paralyzed.” 

We were on the subway but 
Sartre did not care — he lit a 
cigarette. A few people stared 
but no one commented. It was 
10 PM on a monday and we were 
going to Namguro. He took a 
deep drag, and I just looked at 
him patiently. He continued: 

“There were times in my 
life when I was confused, and 
thought that I did everything 
wrong, and that humans are not 
worth anything, including myself, 
and that the only worth we have 
is fleeting moments of joy.” 

“Fleeting moments of Bbongj- 
jak?” I asked. 

“Bbongjjak?” Sarte incquired. 

“Yes, happy keyboard music 
with Koreans singing about their 
lovers, their hometowns, their 
everything.” Jean-Pauls lips 
pealed into a smile that gave him 
a boyish charm. 

“Yes, exactly, fleeting mo- 
ments of Bbongjjak..” He took a 
few more drags. Jean-Paul was a 
pretty good writer, so I figured I 
should not even say a thing, but 
allow him to monologue at me 
even though it would probably 
be arrogant & French, nonethe- 
less it sounded pretty good if he 
got on a roll: 

“Our lives are characterized 
by growth... But at a certain age 
you stop growing, so to speak, 
but not really growing... You 
stop fundamentally changing... 
You just exist, and learn, and 
grow slowly.. It is like trees. A 
baby tree will grow very fast, it 
seems, adn even in its younger 
years it seems you can mark its’ 
changes, but once a tree be- 
comes truly aged, no one notices 
its changes, not even the tree.” 

“Oh?” 

“Once you stop this process, 
life becomes more meaningless, 
and that is when you just start 
filling in the blanks... Watching 
a sunset and a sunrise, observ- 
ing the way that waves crash 
on rocks, teachign a dog how to 
play dead, fuckign someone for 8 
or 9 hours straight, not because 
you like to fuck that much, but 
because you are curious what a 
body becomes like after 9 hours 
of intercourse... These sorts of 
things.” Sartre sighed and threw 
his cigarette onto the subways 
floor. We were now at Nam- 
guro. 

“Have you ever watched a 


sunset?” 

“No, not all the way, Jean...” 

“Okay, let’s try to watch sun- 
rise together.” For a second I 
thought his request meant I was 
going to get fucked in the ass by 
Sartre, it sounded markedly ho- 
mosexual. It left me with a dif- 
ficult question for myself: 

I am a heterosexual male with 
no desires to switch hit, but for 
the sake of saying I was fucked 
in the ass by one of the world’s 
most regarded intellectuals 
and existentialists, should I let 
him? The question would race 
through my mind for the rest of 
the night. 

“All right...” I somehow re- 
membered perfectly the root to 
Jon’s house. It was not that far, 
but still, far enough. I remember 
knocking on his door and seeign 
Jon peak out at us without his 
glasses, hiding behind the door 
partly. 

“What the fuck are you doing, 
Verv? It is 11 PM on a monday 
and I need to go to work in...” he 
looked at his watch. ..”8 hours.” 

“Look, Jon, I got a prominent 
existentialist philosopher with 
me and I need to show him a 
good time, and he’s gay, so I am 
not s ure what to do.” Jon looked 
at me, acting like this was typical 
behavior for me when in reality ti 
was the irst time, he was silent 
for a second, maybe just tired. 
“Man, you gotta help me.” 

“Well, who is it?” 

“Sartre.” 

Jon sighed, thought for a mo- 
ment. 

“I did not like Dirty Hands, but 
I guess Nausea was okay.” Jon 
disappeared behind the door for 
the second and a few minutes 
later he emerged in his boots and 
a Fred Perry polo. Sartre stum- 
bled up to him with bright eyes. 

“Hello I am Jean-Paul, 
pleased to meet you, Sir.” He 
was practicign textbook English 
— whenever foreigners speak 
English they act like the word 
‘Sir’ is used beyond the context 
of 40 year old men you are try- 
ing to sell cars to. 

“Hey I am Jon, we have the 
same name, hahaha” Jon seemed 
wide awake now. 

“So let’s go get some Sam- 
gyeobsal!” I noted. Jon looked at 
me like he was not in the mood 
to eat, but he knew that it was 
outstanding circumstances. 

Soon we were gorging our- 
selves. Jon and Jean got past 
the typical a/s/1 questions, and 


now we gathered around the 
table eating pork together. 
Jean was getting progres- 
sively drunker, his body could 
not take it, soon he was wildly 
gesturing with a cigarette in 
his hand, knocking over bottles 
of beer and soju. 

“Look, look, look, Verv,” Jean 
still said my name the way a 
Frenchman says the word green, 
“Jon is right, I am right. You are 
very ignorant about this...” Jon 
made the mistake of telling Jean 
that I was not just right wing, but 
that I used to have a Mussolini 
button on my jacket and Chi- 
ang Kai-shek was my avatar on 
bROKe. “You do not know what 
I know...” 

Sartre trailed on and I sighed, 
continuing to smoke. Sartre was 
beocming a very impassioned 
and drunken Communist before 
our eyes, and I looked at Jon and 
though he was enjoying a dead 
existentialist ranting at me about 
how wrogn I am, I could tgell he 
now suddenly regretted gettiing 
Sartre on the topic of fascism. I 
kept drinking silently, ignoring 
the drunk Sartre. 

Jon and him went back and 
forth discussing, Jon seemed 
to really be enjoying himself in 
spite of the fact that it was 1 
AM. I was not. Getting Sartre all 
sloppy was a mistake. 

“Hey, give me this...” Sud- 
denly Jon snatched Jean’s scarf 
away, SArtre protested and it 
took him about 45 seconds to 
coherently get out the words 
‘give me my scarf back,’ but by 
the time he was done he was 
now wearing it in the gangster 
style of a doo-rag. 

“Oh! Oh... Oh... Oh... What is 
this? This is a ... headband?” 
Sartre was now way too sloppy. 
It was painful. 

“hahahha, it is... You are 
a gangster now... You are a 
Blood!” Jon and I used to do this 
same thing in Shinchon. I just 
hoped that we would not end up 
doing Jujitsu in Hongdae park, or 
worst, bringing Sartre to Yoido 
so attend a worker’s party rally. 

Sartre gathered himself a lit- 
tle bit and then adjusted his 
shirt, untucking it from his cut- 
off jeans, he then silenced us 
all with his stare. He looked at 
us both up and down, we were 
quiet. 

“So, where can we go for 
some adventure now?” Sartre 
asked with bright eyes. 

To be continued.... 


Everything You Ever Wanted To Know About 


Cutie Style 


24 January 2007 

This is everything you ever 
wanted to know about cutie style 
but were afraid to ask... 

An interview with Cutie Style 
film star, Verv. 

Q: Does cutie style hurt at first? 

A: If your first partner is a little 
too big in the cutie department, it 
can be painful to watch; you almost 
feel slightly embarassed at your 
own lack, and you really feel like it 
is forced on you, but after a while 
you realize just what’s happening, 
and it becomes a good thing. 

Q: So who is the biggest in the 
cutie style business? 

A: Eric San Pedro, definitely, 
has pulled off the best still images. 
Kim Minsun is famous for her later 
work but her early work is little 
known. She is more of a person 
that everyone likes to work with 
than necessarily ‘the best,’ I’ve 
done the cutie with her before and 
it was excellent. She is exceptional 
at girl-on-girl Cutie style. 



Minsun in ‘Cutie House Sorority Girls’ 


I would also have to say that my 
most successfull cutie style work 
was actually with Nuri, we had 
some really great poses we just 
rattled out in no time at all, it al- 
most felt like it was the first time 
all over again. 



Verv & Nuri’s infamous first Cutie Style together, 
‘Double The Peace-Sign, Double the Damage.’ 


I would say that Bruce has exe- 
cuted some of the best solo-work, 
as well, he doesn’t often make 
films but when he does they are 
exceptional. 



Bruce in ‘Too Cutie For Your Bootie’ 


Q: If you had to point to a single 
piece of work that you did and say 
it is your best and most represent- 
ative of the Cutie Style as whole, 
what would it be? 

A: It was definitely the final 
scene in Double the Peace Sign, 
Double the Damage. We were both 
terribly exhausted for it, and we 
were sore from hours of cutie, but 
we pulled it together for one final 
woo-ha and really drove it home. 
Afterwards we were too excited to 
sleep and even went to a Norae- 
bang. 



Infamous final scene of ‘Double the Peace 
Sign, Double The Damage’ [/img] 

Q: Wow! Really, what happened 
in the Noraebang? 

A: Haha, well, let’s just say my 
friends Becks and Eric were there, 
and Nuri also brought three of her 
friends... Even when you are sore 
you can imagine a little more cutie 
when it counts... 

Q: So what is the greatest cutie 
style you have seen to date? 

A: I would go with Eric San Pedro 


in [i]Kung Fu Cutie Style. I remem- 
ber when we began making this film 
I thought it would be ridiculous! But 
in the end it was absolutely perfect. 
Eric was an angel and was born to 
dress in Chinese kung fu outfits. 
He really out-shone everyone in 
the film, even Ryan though he was 
spot on. Marcus, Jonathan, and I all 
had our moments time to time but 
talk about stealing the show — his 
Samgyeopsal house solo scene is 
remakrable. 



Solo scene of Eric in the Samgyeopsal house in 
‘Kung Fu Cutie Style. 

Q: What would you say to people 
who want to get into the cutie style 
industry but are scared? 

A: Haha, cutie style is not some- 
thing for the timid! You really got to 
be ready to show up and bring your 
A-game. Sometimes we’ll be filmed 
doing cutie for hours and only a few 
stills are even use-able. But what it 
is about is keeping it cutie, and do- 
ing it as hard as you can. 

Everyone wants to do cutie, and 
everyone does it in private with 
their lovers, but it is a whole differ- 
ent thing to set your cutie on dis- 
play the way we do. 

Q: Who is most open about their 
cutie style? 

A: I’d actually have to say that I 
am up there. I am a cutie style whore 
in the world of cutie style whores, 
but I daresay that I have seen some 
really go-getters. I’ve never seen 
so much cutie come out as Minsun 
— I think we are almost equal on 
how often we throw down. 

Q: What is your favorite genre of 
Cutie Style? 

A: Well, cos-play cutie is pretty 
good stuff, but I think the ultimate is 
either a really well executed boy- 
boy cutie. Boy on boy has been dis- 






But Were Afraid To Ask 



criminated against in the past, and 
usually cutie style is only for two 
girls or mixed, but what I have seen 
come out of the boy on boy style 
lately is ridiculouslya wesome. 

But, my favorite cutie to execute 
is group cutie — I’ve had some of 
my best work done in groups. Other 
people think group is distracting and 
you cannot really stand out in group 
cutie style, and though that is true, 
you really get this amazing rush.... 
Like... Everyone is doing their best 
to be cutie. Sure, your face really 
begins to hurt after a while of deliv- 
ering the cutie, your arms get tired 
and you can barely hold yourself up 
from so much cutie -style action, 
but int he end it is worth it. 

Q: What is the most embarassing cu- 
tie style filming accidnet you’ve had? 

A: Well, once I cutie’d WAY TOO 
EARLY, and the camera got me fin- 
ishing right when my partner was 
starting to begin. 

I was also very embarassed by 
my work in Vega Does Vervie. This 
solo, boy-on-boy was supposed to 


be my best work but Vega totally 
outdid me. My fan base considers 
Vega Does Vervie and Bukkake & 
The Beast my worse films to date. 
Now that is embarassing. 



Verv getting pounded by some serious Vega cutie pie 

Q: What was cutie style like in the 
old days, before all the cameras? 

A: I really can’t say. I am all 
about the cameras. But I remember 
my first major influence was a now 
unknown cutie artist named Shorty 
White, he showed me some pic- 
tures of him doing cutie style and 
right then I knew that though this 
was normally something only be- 
tween lvoers, that I really wanted 


to be the one showing the cutie 
whenever I could. 

Cutie is all about pleasing your 
partner... I just happen to think my 
partner is the world, and anyone 
who wants to have cutie with me 
can bring their camera and give 
it their best. I throw down pretty 
hard, yeah, but I’ll be soft for you. 

Q: Sounds like a great invitation. 
Thank you very much for answer- 
ing our questions. 

A: You are welcome. 

Q: One more thing, can you give 
us a preview of your next work? 

A: Can I? No, but I can tell you... 
It is going to be amazing. It is called 
Keep it Zesty... Keep it Hardcore... 
Keep it Cutie! We’ve teamed up with 
prominent zesty-style and hardcore- 
style cutie artists to release this. Eric 
and I do a few Boy On Boy scenes, 
and at one point Minsun and I have 
it, later it is another boy on boy with 
Eric, and then we might throw in 
some older clips of me with Yoko. 

It’ll be smashing. Here is a copy 
of the poster: 



I Learned About Water 
When I Was 10 Or 11 



16 February 2007 

The water that we use today 
is the same water that we’ve 
been using for millions of years. 
Literally, the water that you 
showered in this morning could 
have dripped out of a Dinosaur’s 
mouth 500 million years ago, 
it could have been the water 
Cleopatra bathed in 2,000 years 
ago...” 

I remember hearing these 
words and having my mind 
blown. Everything seemed so 
awesome. Somehow I was con- 
nected to the past, and somehow 
I was connected to the future, 
through the countless trillions of 
gallons of water in the Universe. 
My life has never been the same 
since Mrs. Seversen imparted 
this fact upon me. 

I am conscious of when I use 
water. I already map out where 
I believe the water that I use 
goes... 

It flows down the drains from 
my piss or showering, and it goes 
to be treated somewhere in Ui- 
jeongbu. It is flushed into a small 
river that brings it to the Han, 
and then it is poured out into 
the Yellow Sea where it stag- 
nates. Some of it will be pulled 
out to see and eventually into the 
ocean, but most will evaporate 
and rain down either on Korea, 
Japan, or somewhere else in the 
North Pacific. The Yellow Sea is 
an extremely shallow sea, so the 
volume of water is small and the 
chance of evaporation is high... 

These thoughts I feel all the 
time... 

Lately, I want to kill myself 
or something, but not really, be- 
cause of water. I always think... 
It cannot be that bad. Water is 
amazing. I climbed some moun- 
tains before and at the top you 
could see the world, and it was 
beautiful... I saw some old Con- 
fucian graves once... Once I laid 
down on the street and looked 
up at the streetlights and the 
tall buildings and thought about 
Bomi, and it was a really beauti- 
ful time for me. 

I think about the idea of Holy 
Water. I think all water is Holy. 
So it makes sense to me. It sus- 


tains me... 

In the Tao Teh Ching they 
said, “You should be like water 
and nourish all things indiscrimi- 
nately.” It made sense. 

But today I hate everything, 
and I would rather be a poison 
that destroys all things indis- 
criminately... But then you stop, 
you think objectively about it... 
I guess you do want to nurture 
things. But I do not want to go to 
work. I do not want to be yelled 
at anymore, and I do not want to 
compromise my dignity and val- 
ues as a human being anymore. 

I guess I am stuck. 

But before I go to be skew- 
ered, I took a shower and am go- 
ing to eat some ramyeon, drink 
some water... It’ll comfort me. 

A lot of squid and octopus, 
a lot of Ash and prehistoric sea 
creatures, a lot of bizarre ani- 
mals and maybe even a handful 
of humans consumed this wa- 
ter, once. We share some sort 


of connection, as I will share a 
connection with the entities that 
imbibe it later... 

I think that once the water I 
drank fell down onto the Earth 
somewhere, and it rolled off of 
a beautiful leaf, and this was at 
a period of time when there was 
not much going wrong for me 
because I did not exist. What a 
great time for everything, you 
know? I wish I could have been 
there, at that time, to see it fall 
and roll off the leaf and go into 
the ground to nourish some 
wildlife... 

I guess this is what it comes 
down to, the mere pleasure in 
having consumed water and 
share a connection with our 
planet in some way. 

I wish I was a kid, 10 or 11, 
and had just learned about water, 
go back to that moment of pro- 
foundness and connection. 

I mean really, this is fucking 
it. 





I Run, 

I Sweat 

I love sweat. Just the very con- 
cept of running a lot and burn- 
ing off fat, resulting in your body 
trying to cool itself down, losing 
all that water weight that begins 
to run down your face and your 
body, getting rid of the nitty, 
gritty that has been inside of you 
for too long. It would be great to 
be able to have a metabolism that 
allows me to cycle through that 
trash more quickly. Honestly, I 
think my metabolism is slowing 
down or that creatin really does 
make you fat. I am getting a se- 
vere beer belly, which is a eu- 
phemism for getting fat, but I do 
not care if the whole world knows 
because secrecy or worrying will 
not be a solution to the problem. 
Only working out is. 

And it isn’t a problem if you are 
happy with yourself, which I am, 
and love yourself, which I do, and 
have made your peace with eve- 
rything, which I have done. 

I am just sort of going around, 
doing as I feel, being as good of a 
person as I can muster, and that 
is life. 


Drinking 
Is My Way 
Of Life 

The line may have been made 
corny by the Casualties, but I 
assure you it is not corny; each 
night I drink to drunkenness, and 
I have never been happier; I do 
not think it is something I do to 
fill a hole in my life, but rather I 
think it is something I do to fill 
a whole in the life that we all 
share: 

there is a collective hole called 
‘society’ that needs to be blocked 
and filled. 

My solution is alcohol, prefer- 
ably a night beginning and ending 
with soju and interrupted by 
cheap beer, cheap tequila, and 
even cheaper vodka. 

Some people solve their 
problems with patience or talking 
or actual work and progress... I 
solve my problems with a bottle, 
and from time to time I dip into 
the cash reserves to have an 
even more spectacular night — I 
can smile ear to ear, because I 
know that even when one day we 
are all divorced and miserable, 
our lives can be repaired by be- 
coming unwound through a bottle. 


Milk 

13 February 2007 

I haven’t really paid much at- 
tention to my diet, but I can tell 
you something intriguing... 

In the last 3 and 1/2 years, I 
have not drank that much milk. In 
fact, you could say that I would 
rarely ever drink it. Instead, I 
have drinken pretty much every- 
thing else... 

But a few weeks ago I climbed 
a mountain w/ my good friend Jon 
Dunbar and had a refreshing glass 
of chocolate milk, which started a 
chain reaction of milk consump- 
tion. I have begun drinking milk 
(everything from strawberry to 
chocolate, banana to regular) on 
a daily basis... I have to say... I 
feel... AMAZING. 

I feel like I have more energy, 
more strength, more vitality, on a 
very noticable level. I thought it 
was a fluke or unrelated for the 
first two weeks, but now I am 
convinced that since I have re- 
introduced milk into my diet I am 
living strong. 

I think it goes back to this... 

As a hearty man from Midwest, 
USA... Milk is a part of what I 
grew up on, and it is sort of my 
culture and strength. Myself not 
drinking milk was foolish... 

I urge all of you to re-introduce 
something traditional back into 
you diet. You might be surprised. 

I feel like I can take on the 
world -- provided I have some 
milk at each meal. 




Oprah Winfrey Is The Devil 

Pol Pot Is The Answer 


Currently, I am sitting back 
and watching this cunt talk about 
America’s diet on debt, Ameri- 
ca’s war on debt; I cannot help 
but have flash backs a thousand 
times of Oprah Winfrey declar- 
ing wars on beef industries and 
health standards and obesity, on 
child neglect and ‘bringing back 
literature,’ making her stupid 
film... Oprah Winfrey is trying to 
save us all, and I do not like it, 
because it is fuc king inane. 

Oprah invites these “experts” 
like Dr. Phil onto her show that 
convince people that if they 
somehow find a way to put $10 
more in the bank a day they 
can be happy and fulfilled. She 
is genius in exposing adults as 
idiots, and then exposing her- 
self as some sort of elementary 
school teacher calmly lectur- 
ing us that everything is a scam 
and a sham, and that your life 
would simply be complete if you 
bought one of the books in her 
Book Club. 

She gives credit to every sin- 
gle bourgeois, moronic institu- 
tion in our society, such as the 
Bestseller List (which is some- 
how supposed to dictate the 
quality of literature?) and pulp 
psychology. She lables people 
‘money experts’ and ‘financial 


wizards’ because they thought 
“Maybe I should put more mon- 
ey in the bank,” “Maybe I do not 
need new things each week,” 
and “maybe I should finance my 
house at a better time when I 
have better credit and collat- 
eral.” 

However, by far her gravest 
offense is using trendy terms 
like ‘debt diet.’ If we are de- 
pendent on naming things cutely 
in order to have them make 
changes in our lives we should 
consider sodomizing our- 
selves with broom handles. Any 
amount of credit these people 
had as financial gurus was butt- 
fucked hideously by the term 
‘debt diet,’ comparing our sav- 
ings plans to some bizarre regi- 
men of spending comparable to 
forcing ourselves to eat salad 
instead of hamburgers. 

It is amazing how we give 
credit to these experts who 
write books on fighting debt... 
I was always curious: how are 
these people experts and why 
do we need experts? I thought 
managing debt was rather sim- 
ple (we are not assembling 
rockets, we are merely trying 
not to spend all of our money)... 
Perhaps there are tricks of the 
trade, but if you are $170,000 


in debt and going on Oprah for 
answers, I again refer you to the 
broom handle. 

Oprah uses so many cliches, 
catch-phrases, and videotapes 
so much terrible dramatics on 
her television show that make 
middle class living and sending 
kids to college, buying cars, etc. 
seem like the crises she oc- 
casionally tries to highlight in 
Africa. She makes the ridicu- 
lous money-spending habits of 
people seem like the end of the 
world, and the door-slamming 
antics of their husbands are the 
drama of our lives... 

Sex lives, money problems, 
college bills and Christmas 
shopping... 

Oprah will solve your prob- 
lems and save our country and 
put America on a debt diet. She 
makes her personal crusades so 
grand! 

Oprah is the case against the 
human race — she is the reason 
why Western Civilization is dy- 
ing slowly: 

We no longer manage our 
funds but rather resort to naming 
things ‘debt diets’ and struggle 
to come to grips with the fact 
that we cannot buy hundreds of 
dollars of new clothes monthly. 
We portray people as ‘having it 



really hard’ because now they 
have to re-think the way that 
they finance their daughter’s 

car... 

I think we should declare 
marriage an invalid institution, 
abolish currency, crucify Oprah 
Winfrey, and kill everybody who 
wears any form of jewelry made 
of precious metals. We should 
all retreat to the jungle and cra- 
dle AK-47s, wage a war against 
the bourgeoisie... 

We need to kill every single 
person with blond hair and blue 
eyes and eat them, burn down 
every house with more than 
two rooms, and abolish private 
property, and more than this: 
we need to abolish schools and 
industry. 

I am so disenchanted with 
teen-age girls that wear make- 
up caked onto their round faces 
and their parents who worry 
abotu the financing of their car. 

I am so utterly stunned by the 
amount of gay sit-coms focus- 
ing on late twenty, early thirty 
somethings trying to find their 
place in life amidst a wacky cir- 
cle of friends that every single 
apartment complex should be 
torn down, and everyone be- 
tween the ages of 16 and 35 
should live on a collective farm, 
and spend each night sitting 
around a fire eating a freshly 
murdered cow singing songs 
about the Revolution. 

I fantasize all day about Pol 
Pot. 


I pray to the Heavens that Pol 
Pot is reborn, and the Khmer 
Rouge burns down Oprah Win- 
frey’s house and cuts her to 
pieces -- I pray to God, nightly, 
that one day the Khmer Rouge 
will go to Beverly Hills and we 
will find half of Hollywood be- 
ing dragged by their entrails 
through the streets by teen-age 
guerrilla soldiers in pretty, red 
scarves... 

I need to see Joan River with 
a bayonet in her head, Britney 
Spears with her arms and legs 
cut off being pulled in a cart by 
a blind Kevin Federline begging 
for her life; I need to see Brad 
Pitt and Angelina Jolie’s heads 
on pikes... 

I need to see every major US 
city forcibly evacuated and the 
people made to live on small 
farms scattered throughout the 
middle America, terrorized daily 
by Cambodian teen-agers under 
the directives of Comrades Pol 
Pot and Ieng Saery. 

Someone, we need to de- 
stroy this tumor of pop culture 
— it has grown so large that 
the United States cannot even 
mobilize itself to refinance their 
teen-agers cars (God forbid). 

We need a Pol Pot who will 
kill every single Hollywood star, 
politician, musician who has ap- 
peared on a Clear Channel as- 
sociated airwave... 

Pol Pot, why did you walk 
away with your cane on one fine 
summer day in 1997, never to 


be seen again? We needed you 
not in a third world country: 
these poor souls have suffered 
enough. They know decades 
and centuries of hardship and 
repression... 

Rather, it was Los Angeles 
and New York City that needed 
you. 

It is not about high politics or 
high culture or society or any- 
thing.. 

It is about Oprah Winfrey. It 
is about talk-shows, reality tel- 
evision, Jerry Springer... 

It’s rotted to the core and 
needs a Holocaust. 

After everything is burned the 
ash will form a top soil, and wa- 
tered with the blood of pop stars, 
politicians, and pre-teens wear- 
ing cologne and Tommy Hilfiger, 
there will be a group of dignified 
people working on farms and 
cradling automatic weapons, 
smoking cheroots and rebuilding 
a society that was based on ide- 
als found to be true 2,000 years 
ago, free of debt diets and re- 
financings and credit cards, free 
of Oprah Winfreys campaigning 
against eating Texas beef and 
late twenty-somethings, ear- 
ly thirty-somethings living in 
apartments in big cities making 
jokes about their jobs and rela- 
tionships... 

There is honesty and dignity 
in suffering. 

It’s time to suffer. 



Nosferatu 



The Foolish Vampire 


21 February 2007 

Nosferatu is clutching his 
heart again — he does this eve- 
ry fucking few hours, looking off 
into the rising sun. He does not 
want to see the sun anymore, 
he only wants it to be night so 
his parents are sleeping and he 
can jerk off on his computer and 
never go to work. 

Nosferatu is frankly uncom- 
fortable with the way things are. 
He is a fucking anarchist, and he 
hates society. He is opposed to 
war, but not because that is the 
trend, but because he has a fuck- 
ing weird shaped body and wants 
to be left alone to his house and 
internet connection. 

Nosferatu records sad songs 
performed on a fucking ridicu- 
lous casio keyboard. He is too 
afraid to sing, so he just speaks 
the lyrics. Once every few 
weeks he actually sings his lyr- 
ics, listens to the playback, and 
realizes that he is a shit singer 
and then does not record a song 
for another 4 days, until he gets 
the courage to speak his lyrics 
again and attempt music. 

Nosferatu has so many girl- 
friends that his fingers are al- 
ways hurting — he types out 
long messages to them on the 
internet, because they are all 
between the ages of 14 and 17 
and have very bad self-images 
and even worse music taste. 
They talk about shit music like 
‘Rasputina’ or ‘Puddle Of Mudd’ 
and other bands that suck so 
much shit that you can only hear 
them on the radio. 

Nosferatu just wants to die, 
but he is a coward, so he does 
not end it. He is slightly com- 
forted by his keyboard and his 
masturbations so he does have 
an amount of hope that his mu- 


sic will take off and that he can 
one day sleep with gorgeous 
women who are convinced they 
are vampires (the sort of women 
who also know it is actualy spelt 
vampyre). 

Nosferatu goes into his bath- 
tub on a bad day and he wraps 
his head up in towels, puts a gun 
to it, and contemplates pulling 
the trigger until he hears the 
garage door open. Then he runs 
downstairs and greets his mom 
and complains that they are out 
of frozen pizza. 

Nosferatu’s screen names all 
sound like: “Prince Of Dark- 
ness,” “His Dark Majesty,” “Son 
Of Satan,” and other juvenile 
references to the fact he bucked 
his parent’s religion. 


Nosferatu writes lovesongs 
for women he does not know ex- 
cept through .jpg pictures. 

Nosferatu is going to clutch 
his heart and look at the rising 
sun all day, until his parents kick 
him out and he moves in with a 
naive, overweight 18 year old 
college girl, gets married, sadly 
creates children and gives them 
names like “Cain” and “Eva 
Rayne.” 

If you see Nosferatu, please 
throw some fucking garlic at 
this ridiculous jerk and tell him 
to go home and rub one out to a 
vampyre. 

No one is interested in his 
dark and sad image he forces 
upon us. 
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Your Body 

It Can Fix Itself! 


21 February 2007 

Few things are quite as amazing 
as the human body — it is actually 
a living and changing thing, it does 
not statically await its’ fate like a 
box or a t-shirt. 

If you were to go to your draw- 
er and take out a pair of socks and 
you were to cut both socks in half, 
you could leave them next to each 
other as long as you want... These 
socks aren’t going to heal! You 
could even just put small holes 
into the socks, and still... No heal- 
ing process occurs. 

Now let’s say you go up to your 
own body and take a razorblade 
across your face — ouch! But not 
really. 

It will hurt for a bit, but the blood 
that comes out will quickly form a 
scab — this coagulated blood will 
hold the wound together and re- 
pair this human body of yours! 

I’ve personally recovered from 
many injuries, ranging from small 
scrapes to broken bones — the 
human body is markedly resilient, 
unlike a wall or a pair of pants. 

People say to me frequently... 

“Verv, you are not nearly as 
strong as an Anvil. Nor are you as 
sturdy as a house.” 

But I ask them... If I were to cut 
a hole in a house, would it repair 
itself? Does an anvil ever heal the 
scratches and tears put upon it? 

Humanity is resilient. We should 
fear nothing! Our bodies can actu- 
ally fix themselves like strange 
alien creatures. Imagine the shock 
and awe in the midst of an inter- 


galactic war as the alien forces 
attacking our precious blue planet 
are informed that human beings, 
given enough time, will fix their 
own minor injuries! 

I have even noticed that when 
a person is sick... They still re- 
cover from the sickness without 
necessarily receiving professional 
medical treatment! 

People call me crazy, but there 
have been times in my life when 
I was coughing up green snot yet 
did not seek a professional rem- 
edy... Instead... I ate more kimchi, 
drank more soju, and waited. The 
results were astounding: after a 
miserable few weeks I felt better! 

I would go so far as to theorize 
that, inside of the human body, 
there are smaller bodies — I call 
them anti-bodies, inspired by the 
punk band anti-flag though I am 
not much of a fan, just enjoy the 
name — and these bodies are ca- 
pable of waging warfare against 
illness that enters you. They are 
the gatekeepers of your health and 
well being! 

Few people are so aware of 
our abilities in self-healing. I even 
heard rumors that for thousands of 
years mankind lived without mod- 
ern medicine and depended almost 
exclusively on the amazing skills 
of their body. 

Ladies and gentlemen, next 
time that you have a razor and 
your arm, see what amazing heal- 
ing can be accomplished even over 
the course of an hour or two — it 
will amaze you. 


Styles 

27 Januarr2007 
These are the many styles of 
copulation of the man and the 
woman that I have observed in my 
time on Earth: 

- Sexual contact while sobbing 
silently on the bottom style. 

- Sticking finger down the throat 
while vomitting on the back of the 
head of your partner style. 

- Digging a hole in the woods and 
bathing your feet for several days 
in cold water causing trench foot 
WWI style. 

- Shitting on a toilet being ridden 
by your partner dumpy style. 

- Feeding a penis slowly down the 
throat while holding a gun to the 
head style. 

- Clutching at the thighs pulling 
them backwards and destroying 
the rectal cavity style. 

- Breathing heavily into a phone 
while trying to call sick into work 
style. 

- Bouncing a mushroom off of the 
forehead before ejaculation style. 

- Wearing Spartan helmet, chant- 
ing ‘We, Adelphi!’ style. 

- Paying a woman to bathe you 
and then bounce on your phallus 
style. 

- Embarassingly farting while be- 
ing on top style. 

- Fingering an anus in heat of mo- 
ment, getting finger dirty, and los- 
ing erection style. 

- Sucking the grizzle while feeling 
a breast style. 

- Rubbing hand on the grundle while 
jerking up & then down style. 

- Wet slapping in a dark room 
style. 

- Painting the eyebrows style. 

- Dancing to aerobic video and 
bobbing the head style. 

- Bouncing head off of the head of 
the bed style. 

- Choking them out and taking 
their money style. 

- Blowing a wad into teh mouth 
and having the mouth spit it into a 
cake that is being baked style. 

- Placing hot dog on the buns and 
putting hotdog and catsup on it style. 

- inviting family dog to lick your 
anus while throwing down style. 

- Wiggling too much to the left and 
then too much to the right causing 
a premature ejaculation style. 

- Broken condom “what is this? 
Are we sure we are okay?” style. 

- Laying on the hood of a car and 
thrusting violently in a parking 
garage style, leaving condom on 
windshield variation. 


15 Movies That Need To Be Made 


26 July 2006 

I think that we need a lot more 
films like the following: 

(1) A group of young kids are 
playing for a very losing sports 
team, and none of them have a 
chance at all of winning until an 
irresponsible middle-aged man 
is entrusted with the team. He 
is able to teach the kids there is 
something more than winning and 
losing, and teaches them just to 
relax and have fun, the result is a 
Cinderella season for the sports 
team. 

There must also be a main 
character kid with a very attrac- 
tive, single mother that the coach 
falls in love with and provides 
the kid with a great father figure. 
There should also be one fat kid 
that is either a goalie, a catcher, 
or a center, and one kid who is 
extraordinarily thin and un-ath- 
letic but provides a lot of comic 
relief; preferablyt here is also a 
girl who is terribly athletic and is 
the second best on the team be- 
sides a mysterious kid who joins 
halfway through the season. 

(2) A young child who is very 
cute and adorable, probably be- 
tween ages 4 and 6, who begins 
doing very ODD drawings, often 
crossing things out in black and 
drawing disturbing images and 
saying terrible things, always 
against their own will. 

The kid eventually makes de- 
mands to be taken to bizarre lo- 
cations and the parents comply, 
which leads to the child’s life be- 
ing endangered by female ghost 
figures that have long, wet black 
hair (and who in reality are not 
bad ghosts, merely misunder- 
stood and exacting revenge). 

(3) A very uptight, tense white 
guy who meets a very loose, easy 
going black guy from the hood; 
the white guy will have intense 
girl troubles and image prob- 
lems, but after a few weeks with 
his new black friend he is able to 
overcome these after learning 
how to dance and to really talk 
to people. 

(4) A no-good tough guy with 
a chip on his shoulder heading 
down the ‘wrong way,’ but who is 
recognized as the perfect candi- 
date by the government to fight a 
criminal or terrorist force. 

Preferably, the guy is a gear- 
head and is able to fight his op- 
ponents through manipulating 
vehicles and using high-tech 
weaponry that surprises you at 
each turn with its amazing capa- 
bilities. 


By the end of the film it is clear 
to everyone that the bad guy was 
misunderstood from the start, 
and really is a vital asset to the 
United States in combatting drugs 
and terrorism. 

(5) There is a guy who makes 
a habit of sleeping with women 
and breaking their hearts, hav- 
ing no care in the world about 
them and living a very romantic, 
Bohemian lifestyle; however, he 
suddenly finds a woman that he 
can truly love and trust for the 
first time and realizes the errors 
of his ways but it is too late: she 
has found out about his vagabond 
love-games. 

He has to make it up to her by 
showing her that he really is the 
one for her, and a good guy who 
can really fulfill her needs; after 
he overcomes her nosey friends 
getting in the way he achieves 
total success. 

(6) A film about teen guys who 
have some ridiculous contests 
concerning sexual exploits, full 
of very wacky characters trying 
to out-do each other in sexual 
escapades. However, one of the 
kids is seriously in love with a 
girl, and while he attempts to get 
with her his friends provide an 
interesting back-drop by sleep- 
ing with European girls who can- 
not get enough sex, dorky girls 
who turn out to be total freaks in 
bed, AND EVEN one of the other 
boy’s mothers, and a very thin, 
dweeby character sleeping with a 
very large, manly woman. 

(7) A film about a group of top, 
American fighter pilots or special 
forces that have dealt with thou- 
sands of top missions together, 
but now face their gravest chal- 
lenge as they have to integrate 
a new team mate or even new 
technology into their next mis- 
sion, undoubtedly losing brother 
and sisterlike friends in their 
fight against terrorism and rogue 
nations; though they may face 
entire armies, their friendship 
guides them through each twist 
and turn. 

(8) A comedy that involves 
a grown man who is suddenly 
forced to take care of a group of 
children when his wife goes away 
or his good friend needs his help; 
although he criticized women 
prior to abotu how easy it is to 
raise kids it ensues in a zany, wild 
experience filled with close mis- 
haps and the crazy antics of chil- 
dren. The male figure is entirely 
overwhelmed and has no chance 
of ever getting through it, but just 


as you think he has had enough 
they come together closely and 
he realizes the meaning of fa- 
therhood, and is convinced that 
being a father is not/would not 
be so bad after all, and develops 
a closer bond with children that 
pleases his significant other. 

(9) A film about a group of 
misguided youths in an inner-city 
school who have no real hope or 
chance at life... However, there 
is a new teacher in town with an 
interesting background in some 
sort of speciality like dancing, 
literature, or singing, and through 
these skills for the first time turns 
these kids onto a new path and 
a new style that undoubtedly 
blends their inner city, urban cul- 
ture with more traditional, high 
culture, producing a very wacky 
yet endearing fusion. 

Eventually, the teacher helps 
each kid overcome very personal, 
intimate problems amidst a back- 
drop of funny cultural misunder- 
standings due to social class, and 
in the end everyone has benefit- 
ted from the relationship and all 
of the kids turn their lives around 
and the teacher finds new mean- 
ing in his occupation. 

(10) A story about a woman 
knocking on 30 that has not found 
the right guy yet and has hope- 
lessly pursued love amidst her 
hectic business career; her wacky 
friends set her up with countless 
dates that result in comical mix 
ups but eventually result in her 
meeting Mr. Right; after a shaky 
courtship and troubles with her 
job, she finally solves her prob- 
lems culminating in a wild mar- 
riage party. 

(11) A film about an ethnically 
diverse group of adventurers and 
scientists that are randomly as- 
sembled to complete an incred- 
ibly risky exhibition with large 
payoff that will face many unex- 
plored, unknown challenges with 
almost no information on what lies 
on the road ahead; through their 
diverse skills and backgrounds in 
adventuring and science they are 
capable of surviving and evading 
bizarre scenarios beyond your 
wildest dreams, and in the end 
though most of the adventuring 
team has perished the most at- 
tractive male character is able to 
save the most attractive female 
character, climaxing in their pas- 
sionate union. 

(12) A film about an abnormally 
large animal, abnormally strong, 
but more than this, an animal that 
even has an ingrained instinct to 


desire to kill humans, that begins 
terrorizing people everywhere. 

Only a few experts with large 
scars on their bodies from run- 
ins of far less dangerous exam- 
ples of this animal can help the 
main character achieve his goal 
of slaying the beast before it is 
able to procreate and make an 
entirely new line of super-ani- 
mals that desire to kill humans. 

(13) A young athlete is far 
ahead of his peers and has quickly 
been drafted into the big leagues, 
but things are not looking good 
as he struggles to find his place 
amongst more senior, more vet- 
eran athletes and is now in over 
his head. He looks hopeless and 
they talk about having him just 
give it up, but after talking with 


his girlfriend and an athlete at the 
end of his career, he is capable 
of finding just what was inside of 
him that made them choose him 
to be a professional athlete, and 
is able to turn his rough start into 
a tremendous victory. 

(14) A major political figure is 
in grave danger but he does not 
know it — there is a huge con- 
spiracy to kill the President but 
no one is listening to the only 
p eople who know it is about to 
happen; forces buried deep inside 
the US government are covering 
it up and orchestrating a virtual 
coup d’etat unless a renegade 
military officer, a very attractive 
female journalist, and a washed 
up Army buddy who is of no use 
other than advising and providing 


extraordinarily rare and high- 
tech weaponry are the only peo- 
ple that can keep the Free World 
free. 

(15) A group of very young 
soldiers from all over the US 
(but mandatorily with a kid from 
the wrong side of the street of 
the a big city, a country boy from 
middle America, and a middle 
class, well-intentioned kid from 
Anytown, USA as the narrarator 
and observer) are stuck in a ter- 
rible war scenario, and in spite 
of their differences are able to 
mold together and have true 
brotherhood in their wartime ef- 
forts even though they are fight- 
ing a war no one believes in and 
are the kids that never had a 
chance. 


Flyer For The Next Soul All Nighter 

Preview with dogs all night long, to classic However, Jon Dunbar insists 


15 February 2007 
Jon Dunbar hasn’t told anyone 
yet, but the next Soul All Nighter 
actually involves dog sex. 

He is orchestrating a “ONE FOR 
THE DOGS” style show, but this 
time they are raiding pounds to 
bring the dogs to the soul all night- 
er. Sexual acts will be performed 


soul sounds. 

They even have the world’s 
only dog DJ, PlaYa FuNDaMen- 
TaLs who will be spinning dance - 
hall music. 

Some people are b oycotting the 
dog fuck soul all nighter because 
of the prsence of one white power 
DJ, DJ Nazi Cutie Style. 


that all of the remaining DJs are 
just dog fuckers, not Nazis. 

Vega is coming back to perform 
at this all nighter!!! He is going to 
play Bolivian Marenge Bukkake 
with Panamanian Pussy-fingerism. 

I hacked into Jon Dunbar’s com- 
puter and found his final draft of 
the poster — HERE IT IS: 


OLD SCHOOL DOG FUCKING WITH A NEW FEELING. NEW SCHOOL DOG FUCKING 
WITH OLD SCHOOL SOUL MUSIC FROM ALL OVER THE CARRIBBEAN AND THE 
SKINHEAD REGGAE CLASSICS PLAYED FOR YOU. 



tELL yOUR 
FUCKING 
LOSER 
FRIENDS. 


COME AND FUCKING DANCE — AND I MEAN FUCKING DANCE. FUCK THE DOG WHILE 
YOU DANCE TO CLASSICS PLAYED BY JON DUNBAR + JONATHAN AND GUEST DJ 
THE RUDE DOG HIMSELF "PLAYA FUNDAMENTALS." 


bASIc ROuTiNe DoGgY fUcKStttYLE! 
HONGDAE CfTY DOG FUCKERS UNLTD. 

FEATURES: + BEST DOG DICKS? 

JON DUNBAR + CATS LICKING DICK WII H 

JONATHAN SANDPAPER TONGUE. 

PLAYA FUNDAMENTALS 
INCHEON OTY HARDCORE 
A DOBERMAN WrTH A GIANT COCK 
5 DIFFERENT TERRIERS 
7 SHELTIES 

RAOUL "EL LATINO BUKKAKE" VEGA 
+ MANY 


DJ Nazi Cutie Style 
DJ All Anal. All 
The Tine. 

DJ Cunt Fingers 
DJ Rape City 
DJ Cum On My 
Tender Chest 



Beach Boys 


Buying 

Blind 

18 November 2005 

Do you ever buy records 
entirely blind, without know- 
ing the sound of the band 
and never hearing a song by 
them? 

I have been doing it since I 
was 12. It was how I got into 
punk music. 

Before file sharing, I used 
to look for interesting CDs 
aside from the MTV ones; I 
ended up soon with a collec- 
tion of punk samplers, NOFX, 
MxPx, Mr. T Experience, 
The Exploited, Earth Crisis, 
Integrity, etc. 

Nowadays, I do the ex- 
act same, and have nev- 
er stopped. Yes, a lot of 
the stuff I buy is based off 
of downloads, but when I 
browse ebay and I see vi- 
nyl for cheap of oi and punk 
bands for cheap, I alway 
sbuy. 

In fact, if I know it is Oi 
music and it is a 7” for under 
$4, there is no question -- I 
buy it. If it is an LP for $10 or 
less, no question, I buy it. 

If it is any more I consider 
the possibilities, weight the 
options, and generally I still 
buy expensive LPs blindly. 

It is good to get the sam- 
plers of record compa- 
nies and then go down the 
list, and then choose what 
records to buy from that 
company -- I am doing that 
wit Donghyun - -he seems to 
be offering quite a bit off of 
Bronco Bullfrog, so I bought 
the Sampler and can assure 
you that Frontkick should be 
an excellent record, Social 
Combat I expect to be de- 
cent, and Jerry Gerriwelt & 
The Fucking Bastards could 
be good. 


14 June 2006 

These guys are musical 
geniuses. They use simple 
melodies, simple composi- 
tions, and they create some 
amazing songs; they are 
simple music with simple 
messages and everything 
about them is unpretentious. 
It is just surf rock and roll 
music, and they just put it 
out there like ‘check it out, 
fellahs! We are rocking and 
rolling and singing about 
girls and boat trips gone 
wrong!’ 

The songs were very hap- 
py most of the time, because 
they were fun-loving guys 
that made happy music, but 
sometimes it was a little too 
lovey-dovey because some- 
times you have to spend a 
week or two not seeing your 
girlfriend and then you start 
thinking absurd things about 
stars alight and suns setting, 
and sometimes the song 
is even sad, but it is never 
pretentious. 

I love the song Sloop John 
B. The lyrics arehere. 

It is so great, and so sim- 
ple. I think the account is 
entirely fictional, but I think 
it was just as it was... 

Some family & friends 
were looking for a good 
time to sail around their lit- 
tle boat, and they went and 


docked somewhere far off, 
having planned this great 
adventure for so long and 
really digging it... But then 
they got drunk and got into 
a fight, and his dad or his 
grandpa made a fool of him 
and this trip looked like it 
was going to cure the fa- 
milial problems and exposed 
them to his friends. 

Now he has to sail back 
on a boat with all this shitty 
situation, and all he can do 
is feel broke up and sad, 
but at the same time he re- 
ally loves to sail so he digs 
the part about the main sail 
setting in and whatever this 
sailing terminology really 
means, but it is so somber 
and he is so split between 
the thrill of being at sea, but 
he cannot escape this night- 
mare of being on his boat 
with his broken childhood 
and having to face all these 
people. 

He wants to go home so 
he can fuck off to his room 
and sleep, get up, go out, 
go do something away from 
them, but on a boat there is 
no escape. 

What a great song. The 
guy really meant this shit, 
and it is so laid out and sim- 
ple and human. 

I think the Beach Boys 
were excellent. 


the moments i spend French 


with music 

8 August 2006 

When i get home from work i 
have noted a certain pleasure in 
sitting down at my computer and 
putting on headphones to drown 
out the sound of final fantasy xi 
coming from across the room — 
sometimes i have known since 12 
o’ clock that i am going to put on 
landser or headwound or action 
pact, but it does not even mat- 
ter... sometimes i have wanted to 
hear them all day, but the second 
i sit down i need to hear a differ- 
ent artist. 

a certain peace fulfills me. 

i am convinced that i could 
perform most any job if i could 
choose the soundtrack, but even 
if i had to share this soundtrack 


with anyone’s choices who was 
not into similar music i would 
prefer there would be no sound, 
i would sincerley rater not listen 
to my music at all than be forced 
to listen to hip hop or country or, 
the worse music ever, R&B, for 
even half the time that i listen to 
my own music. 

i worry sometimes that i might 
listen to too much music and de- 
stroy my ability to enjoy it... 

and then i hear ‘Beep’ by Pus- 
sycat Dolls or ‘P.I.M.P.’ by 50 
cent, and i feel like i need to 
cleanse myself for the entire 
evening listening to songs by 
much superior artists (though 
comparing these people to artists 
is absurd in and of itself). 


When i get home from work i 
have noted a certain pleasure in 
sitting down at my computer and 
putting on headphones to drown 
out the sound of final fantasy xi 
coming from across the room -- 
sometimes i have known since 12 
o’ clock that i am going to put on 
landser or headwound or action 
pact, but it does not even mat- 
ter... sometimes i have wanted to 
hear them all day, but the second 
i sit down i need to hear a differ- 
ent artist. 

a certain peace fulfills me. 

i am convinced that i could 
perform most any job if i could 
choose the soundtrack, but even 
if i had to share this soundtrack 
with anyone’s choices who was 
not into similar music i would 
prefer there would be no sound, 
i would sincerley rater not listen 
to my music at all than be forced 
to listen to hip hop or country or, 
the worse music ever, R&B, for 
even half the time that i listen to 
my own music. 

i worry sometimes that i might 
listen to too much music and de- 
stroy my ability to enjoy it... 

and then i hear ‘Beep’ by Pus- 
sycat Dolls or ‘P.I.M.P.’ by 50 cent, 
and i feel like i need to cleanse 
myself for the entire evening lis- 
tening to songs by much superior 
artists (though comparing these 
people to artists is absurd in and 
of itself). 



Lost Poems Of Honest Abe The Babe 


REMEMBERING TWO KISSES 
Brown eyes are actually black, 
when I gaze into your face there 
are too many hollow spots, too 
many places that come to dark 
ends that I cannot see, 
you are staring back in a strange 
way and you move the whole 
way across a bed, it seems like 
you parted the red sea, 
it is 8 AM but it feels like 3 AM. 
Your kiss is too tender — so 
tender I am scared I am going to 
fall into your heart and get lost. 

Your face betrays a stoic desire 
— it tries to conceal an intent 
but moves too naturally while I 
am motionless. 

I smile to myself even months 
later, it reminds me of other times 
when I smiled from distances and 
they were met with kisses. 

It is not about the time or place, 
it is about the feeling — of 
being with another and nothing 
else mattering whether someone 
may be looking or not. 


PART II 

one day you wont remember 
that you parted the red sea to 
taste my lips, 

and you will regret to say that 
you kissed me in the middle of 
the park in front of dozens of 
strangers, 

it’ll be embarassing facts oth- 
ers hold against you, even 
skinheads. 

You won’t even recognize the 
situation but I will still arro- 
gantly huff and hum about it or 
perhaps I’ll beat my chest like a 
barbarian or an ape. 
regardless: it happened and for 
a few moments I was on atop 
Mt. Everast looking down on a 
deeply contemplating India and 
a struggling China, 
to the fields of the Ukraine and 
the Islands of Japan, 
scoffing and not caring, because 
your lips were meeting mine. 


RAISE A FIST 

raise a fist not at a government 
or at a movement, but raise it at 
yourself — 

squarely, tap the center of your 
forehead because it is the root 
of your unhappiness. 

Squarely, analyze your own 
reality and that of others 
-- there are too many ‘fill in 
the blank questions’ to ever 
answer them with an amount 
of truth. 

Squarely, listen to a guitar or 
to a synthesized sound — it is 
so fake but it defines the better 
half of a human soul. 

Your ideas are incomplete, 
but because a sound is more 
than an idea it can never be 
incomplete. 


Sadly, We Grow Apart Each Day 


22 February 2007 

“I believe we shall come to care 
about people less and less. The 
more people one knows the easier 
it becomes to replace them. It’s 
one of the curses of London. “ 

— E. M. Forster (1879-1970) 

That is remarkably true. 

I gain very close friends, peo- 
ple I work with daily and even play 
with on the weekends... People 
with whom I suffer alongside. It is 
the nature of the Army. But here 
in Korea, most people leave after 
a year, and that includes Eng- 
lish teachers whom are my close 
friends. 

I have begun to treat people a 
little negatively, I think, because 
they have become so replaceable. 
Literally, I feel as if I have met 
enough people of similar person- 
alities that the values of individu- 
als become blurred. Naturally, that 
doesn’t mean you, but let’s put it 
this way... 

I meet a new, interesting per- 
son but if they aren’t outstand- 
ingly so, they are merely failing to 
live up to the standards of count- 
less other people. 

Recently, a few very outstand- 
ing people came to my unit — the 
sort of people that if it was three 
or four years ago, and I was just 
beginning my Army career, I 
would have immediately bonded 
with and would be out drinking 
with every night... But a barrier 
exists. Why should I become close 
friends and invest time in a person 
who is very cool... But not excep- 
tionally so? 

Literally, you have to like punk, 
skinhead, or bbongjjak in addition 
to being an intellectual to pique 
my interest. You have to speak 
Korean, be from the midwest, love 
bizarre cuisine paired with alcohol, 
enjoy bukkake and harbor con- 
servative views at the same time 
to convince me of spending more 
than a few Fridays with you. 

I see these Soldiers that I can 
take out, drink with, have some 
memorable times... They all want 
to keep hanging out, and under 
normal circumstances we’d be 
doing it every weekend... I really 
neglected a lot of potential friend- 
ships simply because I know too 
many people and am too fixed in 
my ways. 

I have too many friends from 
the past, keeping up is hard; such 
sweet memories and great mo- 
ments had together that just fade 
away. 

Before you know it you hear 
that Braun is married, Linck is 
divorced, Anderson is back from 
Iraq, Bynum is in Iraq, Knott is 
coming to Busan for four days, 
Cacciaroni to Seoul for 42 days 
and Locke for 30, Sigler to Ansan 
for a year. You spend a bit more 
time together, have a few more 
memories, have a few more 
toasts... 


It all gets blurred, and one day 
you may never see them again. 
You lose phone numbers, change 
e-mail addresses, move to differ- 
ent countries, get out of the Army, 
get into the bukkake industry, 
marry, divorce, have affairs, sleep 
with prostitutes in Texas Town... 

You piss people off, make 
people happy, meet new people 
who are cool and find out your 
old friends really weren’t even 
friends. 

I remember when I got to Korea 
I became instant friends with two 
guys who left two months after 
my arrival... I have memories of 
vomitting in subways, eating In- 
dian food in Osan, bowling, going 
to punk shows... So many fulfilling 
moments in such a short period of 
time... Yet it is all gone, and we 
will never talk again. We’ve re- 
placed each other and moved on. 

I hate to think of anyone as re- 
placed, but it just happens... 

I do not know where the time 
is going. 

People get put into these time 
capsules. We lose touch. We for- 
get that something is happening to 
them right now, as we speak. 

The girl I dated for two years 
off and on in highschool is married 
with kids. I’m a motherfucker, of- 
ficially. The boyfriend she had af- 
ter me I still talk to and joke with, 
her? I replaced her a thousand 
times and haven’t spoken to her in 
three years. 

People who were once my 
best friends are unaware of 
the fact that I am an alcoholic. 
People who I once spent every 
weekend night with do not know 
that I am tattoo’d from my wrists 
to my shoulders. 

I was really impressed with a 
micro-relationship I had in late 
december, early january. 

In the course of a month we 
went from strangers to a very 
close couple, eagerly holding 
hands and annoying other peo- 
ple with our antics. We had firey 
nights of passion and held each 
other tightly, she slept in my 
arms and we dried each other 
off after we showered. We had 
inside jokes... Inside fucking 
jokes. 

A month passes. She’s going 
back to Japan. We’ll never speak 
again. We have a few pictures 
together and some memories 
(and all that fucking money I do 
not have from hotels and dinners 
and the time we paid fucking $40 
for two bourbons & coke and a 
plate of fruit). We sent text mes- 
sages with hearts and had dar- 
ling pet names... 

I managed to fit what should 
have been a year into a month. 
And it is over. Gone. Finito. 3 i!!!! 

I am almost angry... 

How can we do this in a month? 
Don’t you think this is absurd? 
But no, neither of us really do 


— strangers in a strange land, 
you can fit your life into a fucking 
month without trying. A month is a 
fucking lifetime. 

None of us care anymore, I 
guess. We have to live fast. 

I don’t hold hands anymore. 
Who has time for holding hands? 

I don’t drink until 1 or 2 AM and 
pass out... I deprive myself of 5 
hours of life that way. 

I can’t even spend an afternoon 
in Dongdaemun hanting for vinyl 
unless it is an exceptional day... 
Who has time to hunt? I’d rather 
just go to the nearest store and 
get whatever Bbongjjak is avail- 
able. 

How is this what life is about? I 
am not sure... But it is about living 
fast. It is kind of soul-less, but at 
the same time so infused with life 
that I cannot complain. 

For a brief hour we are lov- 
ers, and then we spend years and 
years apart, never to meet again, 
to die worlds apart. We replace 
each other. 

When you only have but a few 
months together, you learn to ap- 
preciate it. 

People are sick of waiting to- 
day. If you take two minutes too 
long to prepare my sandwich I 
want to cut your fucking face. 

If I miss a Saturday I miss a 
lifetime of events. 

12 hours of life in the modern 
world can introduce you to more 
new friends, more new opportuni- 
ties... Each different. 

I’d like to slow it down and en- 
joy it. 

But I can do nothing... I live in 
a giant city, I work an occupation 
where I know people for a year 
and they leave. There are 20,000 
bars in my backyard; all filled with 
intriguing people to converse with 
about nothing. All filled with peo- 
ple whom I will have for a few 
months, a few years, and then 
leave. 

The modern world is beautiful 
because it shines a lot and gives 
you what you want pretty fast. 
Sometimes it is just like shitting 
on your fingers before you have 
to go to work, and you have to 
wash it out really fast and you 
smell your fingers the whole way 
to work, wishing you had time 
for a more thorough washing... 

Or it is like saying “I love you” 
on the third date. There just isn’t 
time for a fourth or fifth if no 
one is serious anymore. I can- 
not bare to spend a few months 
with someone who isn’t going to 
make my toes curl or bare my 
children. 

One minute you’re strangers, 
the next you’re friends, and the 
next you’re strangers again. 

I do not like it so much. But 
part of me likes the abruptness. 

I think I have consciously de- 
cided to feel people out and 
make the choice... “Am I going to 


know this person for more than a 
year?” 

When people tell me they are 
leaving in a few months I sort 
of slow down talks, slow down 
meetings... Separation is pain- 
ful. Investments of time are a big 
deal. 

I remember wanting to cry a bit 
when I left home, and wanting to 
get sentimentle when some of my 
first best buds in the Army went 
off to Iraq and I to Korea. 

I remember the last time I was 
with some of these people... It is 
an inexplicable feeling. A feeling 
of... 

“Well... Was that really it? Was 
that really what we had together? 
So you fucking think we’re just 
going to walk apart like noth- 
ing happened?” Remember it in 
a decade, think about it a little 
more a few more decades later... 
Die with it in our hearts on our 
beds. 

A subway with Bink, an alley 
with Tonee, a bar with Minsun, 
a different one wth Schmitt, a 
firepit with Ashe and Muzzle, 
a car with Heejung... Fucking 
holding hands at the subway 
station. Fucking kissing on the 
cheek outside of Spot. Fuck- 
ing fucking on a bed, leaving the 
bed unmade and the used con- 
doms on the dresser, looking 
back at the room and laughing 
at the cunt that was going to try 
to brush my sperm & latex into 
a garbage can. Promising to see 
you next fucking week, and next 
fucking week I am in fucking Yi- 
dong and you are packing to go 
home. 

My good mate named Spohn... 
I had just returned from one 
month at WLC, carrying my bags 
up the stairs to my room to re- 
convene my life as a normal per- 
son... He was carrying his bags 
down to leave Korea, to never 
see me again. What a meaning- 
less crossroads in our lives... 

All those drunk nights, the 
time you fucking punched Bruce 
in the head and then got a huge 
cut over your eye? You walked 
with me like I was a crutch back 
to Eric’s apartment and I put 
bandaids over your eye, laid you 
down to your sleep. Now it ends 
in a stairwell, we have exactly 
10 seconds to say ‘bye’ and you 
get on a taxi and leave my life 
forever? 

God gave me this life for a rea- 
son, I think. I have the opportunity 
to learn many important lessons 
from many people. I have learned 
a lot from each. I have employed 
their tactics, avoided their mis- 
takes, bcome a more complete 
man. 

So many memories of so many 
people — some were gigantic 
influences in my life in just a few 
short months, others rubbing off 
on me over the course of years. 

I wonder how many more 
times I will be in Yi-dong, driv- 
ing home next to Johnson, tell- 
ing stories of loss. I wonder how 


many times I will get emails... 

“Verv, still in Korea? Coming 
next month...” 

“Verv, u coming home? I’m ac- 
tually moving to Iowa to go to law 
school and this Christmas break 
I am gong to Europe with my fi- 
ancee. Can you come home for 
spring break?” 

“Verv, you remember my 
brother? When we were in a hotel 
in Texas, with that drunk girl with 
the big tits? You broke your finger 
a day later? He got hit with an IED 
in Iraq and now has shrapnel up 
and down. He’ll live but fuck...” 

“Hey, I got divorced and opened 
up a Hookah bar in Washington.” 

“I moved to San Jose.” 

“I moved to LA.” “I moved to 
Minneapolis.” “I moved to New 
Jersey.” “I’m in Mosul.” “My 
grandma is dead, so is my dog, the 
one that used to sleep next to you 
on the couch.” 

Well. Fuck. Where do we go 
from here? 

I see you. Three years later. 
Six years later. Ten years later. 
Even later. 

We don’t know each other any- 
more, but it doesn’t even matter. 
Why would it? 

Once I remember being young- 
er with you, and we did something 
pretty absurd and laughed a lot. 
That is enough for me to honor 
you for the rest of your existence 
and forgive you when you put 
your head up your ass. 

Maybe we’ll care about other 
people less and less, but because 
once we were part of an elite cir- 
cle of people pleasantly graced 


with each other’s company we can 
form a cult around our few hours 
in the sun. 

Good luck, my old friend. I 
know we are friends forever be- 
cause you always say: 

“If you ever need a place to 
crash in West Virginia...” 

“In South France...” 

“In Baltimore...” 

“In Brighton...” 

“In Indiana...” 

“In Daegu...” 

“In Busan...” 

“In Fargo. In Minneapolis. In 
Yorkshire. In Manchuria or Beijing 
or Singapore or this little town in 
Norway or in Poland.” 

"... My family has this place on 
the lake in northern Minnesota 
where the fog spreads across 
it gently each morning. We got 
drunk there in the summer of 
2002 with John Rocker before he 
got busted for weed and sent to 
a private school. It was after that 
rave. Remember? John got drunk 
and tried to show everyone his 
cock... We made him put on girl’s 
make up and a dress. What was 
he ever doing? What were we 
doing? 

“Well, it is kind of by Big 
Lake. Come out sometime. We’ll 
get some beers. I practically live 
there in the summer. When you 
come back, you can stay there 
for a while and just go fishing.” 

And if you’re ever in Uijeong- 
bu, I’ll bring you to the my fa- 
vorite bar and introduce you to 
Bruce. And would you please not 
punch him in the fucking head, 
OK? 




